If there were no images they would worship stones. My message
is that there is no majesty and no might save in Allah the glorious,
the great, the one and only. Of Him no mortal has ever dared to
make an image: if anyone attempted such a crime I should forget
that Allah is merciful, and overcome my infirmity to the ex-
tremity of slaying him with my own hand. But who could con-
ceive the greatness of Allah in a bodily form? Not even an image
of the finest horse could convey a notion of His beauty and great-
ness. Well, when I tell them this, they ask me, too, to do conjur-
ing tricks; and when I tell them that I am a man like themselves
and that not Allah Himself can violate His own laws—if one could
conceive Him as doing anything unlawful—they go away and
pretend that I am working miracles. But they believe; for if they
doubt I have them slain by those who believe. That is what you
should do, my friend."
"But my message is that they should not kill one another"
said the conjurer. "One has to be consistent"
"That is quite right as far as their private quarrels are con-
cerned" said the Arab. "But we must kill those who are unfit to
live. We must weed the garden as well as water it."
"Who is to be the judge of our fitness to live?" said the con-
jurer. "The highest authorities, the imperial governors, and the
high priests, find that I am unfit to live. Perhaps they are right."
"Precisely the same conclusion was reached concerning my-
self" said the Arab. "I had to run away and hide until I had con-
vinced a sufficient number of athletic young men that their elders
were mistaken about me: that, in fact, the boot was on the other
leg. Then I returned with the athletic young men, and weeded
the garden."
"I admire your courage and practical sagacity" said the con-
jurer; "but I am not built that way."
"Do not admire such qualities" said the Arab. <CI am some-
what ashamed of them. Every desert chieftain displays them
abundantly. It is on the superiority of my mind, which has made
me the vehicle of divine inspiration, that I value myself. Have
you ever written a book?"
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